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written another syllable, would not have been
sufficient to have transmitted your name down
to posterity with high reputation. In the in-
troductory part5 where you paint the character
of your hero, and exhibit him at the alehouse
inglei with his tippling cronies, you have deli-
neated nature with a humour and naivete that
would do honour to Matthew Prior; but when
you describe the infernal orgies of the witches"
sabbath, and the hellish scenery in which they
are exhibited, you display a power of imagi-
nation that Shakespeare himself could not have
exceeded. I know not that I have ever met
with a picture of more horrible fancy than the
following:

" Coffins stood round like open presses,
That shawM the dead in their last dresses;
And by some devilish cantrip slight,
Each in his cauld hand held a light."

But when I came to the succeeding lines, my
blood ran cold within me :

" A knife, a father's throat had mangled^
Whom his ain son of life bereft;
The grey hairs yet stack to the heft"

And here, after the two following lines?
" Wi' mair o' horrible and awfu3" Xcc. the de-
scriptive part might perhaps have been better

closed^